AMERICANS   ALL

perhaps busier and healthier tempo of life in America.
I felt that Gino had brought me into a true " spot"
here in this back room, like Italy back home, yet modi-
fied by its transference to twentieth-century New York.
Out front it was just a commonplace restaurant.

I believe a good journalist is the best of all guides.
When I said, " What about the churches? Aren't you
wops more or less all good Catholics here, same as back
home? " Gino scratched his beard three seconds and
said, " You must go and see Father Congedo."

I had never heard of Father Congedo, but all New
York Italian Catholics know him.   When the taxi-
driver took me to 307 East 33rd Street, over by East
River, and I told him what I was after, he said, " Father
Congedo is the guy to see all right." I was staring at
half a block of buff plaster ecclesiastical buildings. A
plaque said, " Church of the Sacred Heart of Jesus
and Mary"; another plaque "Rectory: Rev. Joseph
M. Congedo "; a plaque farther along said, " Immacu-
lata High School."  Across the front of the church,
like the banner of a fiesta, was a streamer painted
in enormous letters in bright colouring, which said,
" Perpetual Novena to Our Lady of the Miraculous
Medal." The housekeeper in the rectory didn't want
to let me see Father Congedo. She was not unique in
my experience.   Even though I went round backed
by barrages of letters and 'phone calls from my pub-
lishers and Italian friends, they still often thought it
was a racket. Gino had said, " You must yell at them
sometimes.  If you speak softly they will think you
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